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being the other man, scmebodv she had rr^t :i:

a landing stage and had known only for the
couple of hours that It bad taker, to o?me ::p
the river. Somebody v;ho. Inside a coirpl-c of
months, would be sailing back to India arain.

All the same she was thinking of him this way.

She sat there and she knew that she looked
lovely, she knew that she was at her best, the girl
waiting for her love. It as though she could
see ahead for a moment, as            she could peep

through the vista of a mountain         as she
done when she was at the convent,
glimpse the                 beyond.    So big          it

almost frightened her!   So
she felt enthusiastic!

The supper was laid,         she
right.   Here was Peter             to her

"May 1 share your cushion?'*

" Of course," and she        known it all the

They talked ordinarily of the                   every-

day things, the picnic, the river, the             here,

the Flowers,  Yet suddenly they were not
and everyday things because the two of
were talking about it.   just          tiro.

"You live here?" he asked,

" Yes;" she said,  " I didn't always, you           1

was brought up in Switzerland/"

"I always used to go there for winter
It's a grand place, isn't it?**

** I loved it, but 1 got very       of          at

there.   School  is  rather
sports."

" So 1 imagine.   Where were you?"

She told Mm.